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" It was not with my good-vull he \\ent/'
said I.

" You thought it too dangerous * " I
bowed She laughed shortly.

" If you take me for a coward, remember
I went into Alva's camp/* I cried in anger.

" I wish I could forget/1 she said softly,
and I saw the blue of her eyes grow darker
behind the tears.

Yes, I had been thinking hours, and the
end of my thoughts had come. I looked
at the drooping head; and I rose and
went out silently,

I hurried through the streets and found
a trumpeter.

" Sound boot and saddle ! "  I cried

The men came grumbling into the market-
place, but ready enough to fight. a little
success goes far

" Where's Vermeil ? " I asked Zouch
when we were mustered.

" Went with the burghers, captain ' "
said he

" With the burghers ? Vermeil with the
burghers ? *f

*' Ay; oil and vinegar, eh, captain ? "